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	The Tale of Varus

Varus dashes through the once tranquil valley, praying that another Ionian landmark hasn't been consumed by the blackening fire of war.

But he is too late. The mass of soldiers that is Noxus are already marching through the temple's outskirts. The limited Ionian guards are cut to pieces as they retreat further into the glistening walls of the inner sanctum.

A young woman, dressed coarsely in assassin garb, confronting him as he nears the temple's steps. She smirks roughly, cradling a longbow in her arms, aiming at his abdomen.

Varus reacts in an instant and skewers her arrow with his own.

The challenger frowns and bolts forward, abandoning her weapon and unsheathing a grimy military knife, its venom trickling onto the stairs' metal sheen. Dodging her first jab, the guardian detaches his bow and belts her aside, sacrificing his weapon-the bowstring in tatters.

Twirling her hold on the knife, the Noxian tries a different approach, and lunges for his temple. In a quick movement, the Ionian guardian flies forward and, switching his grip on the bow, stabs her ribs with its sharpened tip.

Her heart stopped beating before she hit the ground.

Pulling his weapon out her other end, pushing the bruised, body aside, the man hobbled to the temple gates before cleaning his bow of her blood.

Entering the outer chambers, the guardian prepares to make his demonic pact. Head down, he briefly passes his own bedroom before slamming open the doors to the forgotten inner chamber.

Pallas began to stir, it's taunted him ever since he was tasked to guard it. Its promises of doom and apocalypse started as unpleasant dreams. But now it's more than just whispers during the night.

"I need your help, Pallas. "I need power."

_"But you want revenge. And if you choose than path, I'm more than happy to guide you."_ The pool bubbled back.

Varus didn't respond.

_"Well then, don't be shy, come in, little soldier." _

He hesitated, but only for a moment. His jump splashed layers of the thick goo onto the oriental walls.

It's excruciatingly painful. Dark energy surrounds him as his skin is constantly destroyed and recreated, burnt and cauterised. His clothes dissolve and fuse with him. He struggles, vision starting to fade as vicious goo enters his mouth, suffocating him.

A single hand flails around helplessly before joining the rest of his body underneath the surface.

Any man would've screamed in agony.

But the true Varus died in that festering pit.

Slowly a mess of purple limbs that is no longer human came crawling out, dripping corruption as it walks.

Shambling out of the chamber, it retrieves its bow and heads for the temple gardens. It opens its silver, soulless eyes. Seemingly infinite weapons, armour and severed limbs litter the holy site, painting the grassy plains a deep crimson.

There are still thousands of infantry, overwhelming the last of the temple guards—the fury company. An army of untrained, bloodthirsty unemployed that comprise almost half of the Noxian military. Because there's the promise of glory and fortune should any of them survive, they all gamble away their lives despite the odds, believing they are the exception to the rule.

What little remains of Varus is disgusted.

They're like a disease.

Varus calmly walks down the temple steps, his insignia having melted into his shoulder.

As the last of the Ionian men fall, their murderers look up. After chuckling and murmuring for a second, a burly, bristled man comes forward, nursing an axe in his arms.

"What will it be archer? Gonna put up a fight or die a coward's death? 'Cause in Noxus, we haven't really grasped the concept of surrendering."

"Just as I do with Mercy."

A teardrop of corruption splatters onto the ground, quickly mutating into a small shard. Before the Noxian can mutter a smirk at his arrogance, it shoots forward, cutting the man's neck in two. The head bounces and rolls down the second set of stairs.

The group gasp and ready their weapons. A women loosely dressed in citizen clothes more than armour staggers backward. "What are you?"

His hatred starts to take physical form. Purple tendrils grow out of his shoulder blades, instantly skewering three soldiers next to her. The rest are screaming and curled up on the ground—pieces of Pallas have infected and destroyed their eye sockets, slowly crawling into their brains.

Varus levels his breath as wave after wave of energy flows through him. He flies towards the girl.

_"_My name is Varus. Perhaps I can make an example of you." His mouth warped into a demonic snarl.

_"It will consume you."_

Pallas's power fills her body and wells up inside her chest—overwhelming her. She collapses onto the grass—shivering. Crystallised shards of dark energy have grown out of her body.

The man's corrupted feet shatter the bottom of the concrete steps.

The scouts and less armoured soldiers run, the rest of the thousand strong army charge into him, happy to shed new Ionian blood.

His arm raises, and pools of Pallas's thick, purple blood form under him. His fist clenches as sharp tentacles rise out, thrashing around at anything nearby, killing hundreds.

They grow larger and larger, starting to swirl around Varus like a vortex. Those still standing try to fight them with sword and shield, only making them easier targets.

_"Remember, they did this." _

A faceless man, covered in armour, is tossed into the air and ripped in two.

_"They took everything from you."_

_"Family, Friends, Countrymen"_

_"Make them pay, Varus. Kill them all."_

Of the survivors, hundreds are immediately impaled by spikes of dark energy that launch out of the ground. Another platform raises, giving Varus a vantage point. Those still standing back away, only to be skewered by the man's bow—now a physical part of him, extending out from his arm.

New arrows materialise in his corrupted claws and, aiming carefully, he fires into the crowds, remorseless. Each shot finds its mark in a Noxian's heart. They scatter like ants.

Another few minutes of slaughter pass, until all movement ceases, Pallas absorbs back into his body. A day of Ionian slaughter is forgotten —it's finished.

Scanning the garden of bodies and blood, Varus's eyes turn to narrow slits—a single, girl trembles on the grass a few feet away. He paces over to her with controlled anger.

"Please…"

Liquid pitch slithers out of the centre of Varus's hand, taking the shape of his tainted temple bow.

He aims for her head, priming a fresh, taut arrow, and fires.

_"Die." _

The body tenses for a second before crumpling to the ground. He kneels down respectfully and closes her eyes.

Varus shudders and sits up, free from Pallas's control for now. Although it may be sated for now, he knows there are still many others he must hunt down. The generals, leaders, and strategists that coordinated the attack, are also guilty.

Sitting up, liquid corruption trickling from his body, the man trudges into the sunset, seeking the closest port to Piltover.

_"Where to next, Varus?"_

"The League of Legends."


End file.
